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occasional drink for sociability in his hours of relaxation,
he did no drinking on the ranch.

Glen Ellen was at that time a sporting village, its main
street lined with saloons. Whenever he wanted to get away
from his family, his heavy load of obligation and work, his
ever-present friends, he harnessed four horses to his buggy,
put his special bells on the horses' collars, and drove like mad
down the winding dirt road to town. When Glen Ellen heard
those bells, the village awakened from its hot torpor. "Jack
London's coming down the hill!" a native cried, and within
an instant word had spread through the town, people
thronged the streets wearing broad grins, bartenders got out
bottles and polished glasses with new animation.  As Jack
drove down the main street every one cried, "Hi, Jack!" and
when he saw some one he knew he would shout, "Hallo,
Bill!" and wave his sombrero in the air. He tied his horses
to the first hitching post and went into the nearest saloon,
where, as in his sailor days, "he called all hands to the bar."
No one else was allowed to show the colour of his money.
The crowd would kid him, laugh at his yarns, let him know
what they thought of his latest publications, and tell him
their new jokes, particularly the Jewish stories which he
loved above all others. After a few minutes and a few drinks
he would move on to the next saloon, where its particular
clientele was waiting to slap him on the back, wring his
hand. Once again the drinks were on him, and there would
be much loud masculine laughter and good fellowship.
There were perhaps a dozen saloons in town; by nightfall
he had visited them all, consumed a quart of whisky, rubbed
elbows, talked and bantered with a hundred men. Then he
would walk back to his rig, untie the horses, and while
Glen Ellen gathered to cry, "So long, Jack!   Come see us
again soon!" he would drive his horses up the long dirt
road through his orchards, vineyards, and rolling hills.
Glen Ellen people tell that the brightest days in the year
were the days when they heard those bells high up on the
hillside, and Jack London, in a ranger's hat, bow tie, and
white shirt, came dashing down the road behind his four